We gained some insight into the type of home
training that Niam Shah had when we visited his
Afridi village. There we met his little brother,
Ahmed. It seems that Ahmed had had a still
younger brother, named Nadir. One day the
two quarrelled, and Ahmed ended the argument
by disembowelling Nadir with a knife. "Fine
work, plucky lad 1" said the patriarchs of the
Adam Khel.

Incidentally, we brought Niam Shah back to
Europe with us upon our return from Afghanis-
tan. He was so handsome and striking in his
native costume that I thought he might be useful
as an attendant in the foyer of the Royal Opera
House in London, during my next season at
Covent Garden. But when we got him to
London, we had a hard time keeping him happy.
He pined for his home in the Afghan mountains.
The best way we found to amuse him was to
take him to the Zoo. As soon as he came near
the cages where the tigers were kept they would
leap against the bars and sniff the air and roar as
though they knew someone from home had
come to pay them a call. Niam Shah also liked
Piccadilly Circus. He would stand for hours
watching the women go by. To see all women

68